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theck the Kind of Body] 

YOU Wflllt! COUPON BELOW 

... and I'll Prove How f ASILY You Can Have It! 



JUST tell me where you 
and I'll add SOLID INCHES of 
powerful new muscle SO FAST your 
friends will grow bug-eyed with 
wonder! 

Do you want me to broaden your 
shoulders-put trip-hammer power in 
both your arms -make your 
legs two pillars of strength? 
Then just check what you 
want below. I'll prove you 
can get it in just 15 minutes 

I don't care if you are 
15 or 50 years old-or 
how ashamed of your 
present physical con- 
dition you may be. I 

chest" and a vise-like 



help you 

body so full of pep, 

B or and red-blooded vitality 

that you won't feel there's even 

■standing room" left for 

weakness and that laiy 





SEND 
■Everlasting Health and Strength. 
3Vl MILLION fellowi have sent 



t h 



hum like 
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powered 
You'll leel and look differ- 
, you'll begin to LIVE! 
WHAT'S Mr SECRET? 
DYNAMIC TENSION"! That 
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' WAS IN THE 
M.IOST OP THE 
HERMES RADIO- 
LOGICAL LABORATORY 
THAT THIS STRANGE 

STORY BBSAN. 
PROFESSOR HUSH 
CLARKSON, CHIEF 
OP THE LAB WAS 
ENGAGED IN AM 
IMPORTANT EXPERI- 
MENT AS HE 
TALKED ABSmACIBW, 
TO HIS VOUNS. 
ASSISTANT, 
PHIUP "" 
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OF FURY POURED FROM M.HISSOWS UPS.. 

W6SON, WHO MAO AIWWS BEEN SUCH A NMD, MILD- 
MANNERED I ■- 



' CAN'T ANY WORK. I 
BE OOKB AROUND HERE WrTHOUT 
PSOFU BARSJW& IN ALL WE TIME. 
MAKING NUISANCES OF THEM- 
SELVES.. 
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BUT THAT'S RIDICULOUS.' ITS 
.SUCH A fANTASTIC IMA.. 



YOU WONT WINK IT'S SO 
RIDICULOUS WHEN I TELL 
VOU THE EXPERIENCE I 

HAD LAST NHSHT 1 
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S?MS WEIRD 
DUPLICATE OP 

MYSELF 
REACHED IN 
AND TRIED TO 

PULL/BE 
THROUGH INTO 
THE UN8EUEV- 
ABLE WORLO 

IN WHICH 

HE LIVED i 
HIS TOUCH 
WAS COLO AND 
CLAMIW AND I 
JUMPED BACK 
AS THOUGH 

A SNAKE 
HAD SKIPPED 
WARM. 





AROUND US... UNSEEN BV US . . . POSSIBLY M 
ANOTHER DIMENSION. .. IS ANOTHER V " 
...A WORLO CONSISTING OP OUR EXPLI- 
CATES. THE r 
EVERY WAY. 
EXCEPT THAT , 
THEY ARE EVIL '.. 
THEY'RE CON- / 
STAUTLY TRYING* 
TO&ETT1 — 
TO USiTO 
TAKE OUR. . 
PLACE AND 
FORCE US 
BACK INTO 

THEIR. 

WORLD! 



don't you see ? all through history 1 
there are records of pine men ■ 
6u0denly changing., .suddenly doing 
evil things i it's because they've been 
porced wto the other dimension and their 
duplicates took their places in ours ! amp 
that's what happened to wssoni jenkins 
...and the others. ..ano i'm afraid it 
Will happen to me : 



SOMETHING ABOUT THE RACWACTYITY r ALL RIGHT: 
IN THE LAS MUST MAKE US PARTCU- /PR0FESSOR...BUT 
LARCY SUSCEPTIBLE TO THE EVIL 13 ;JHINK YOU'VE 

DUPLICATES. ..AND I MAY HAVE BEEN / PROBABLY JUST 
EWOSEO LONG ENOUGH BY NOW 1 / HAO A BAD DREAM 
I... I WANT YOU TO STAY WrTH ME / OL HAVE TO GO HOWE 
TOUJGHT, PHILIP... JUST IN CASe! .^TO GET SOME THINGS, 
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©HERE WAS A MONSTROUS PAIN.,. A WRCNCHIN0 AND TWISTING... 
AND THEN OBUVlON 1 AS PHILIP TRAGeff SLOWLY ROSE FROM THE 

rrr of slackness, h» mind was nlled with the terror of 

WBirfUKDON. r- 
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STUMBLED 
TMROUSH 
WTTHOTH.V 
SECONDS TO 
5PA8E...EVIL 
CLUTCHING 
AT THEIR 
HEELS. 



1p fT HAPPENED 
ONCE i IT CAN 
HAPPEN AGAIN i 
WU'D BETTER 
STOP WORKING AT 
THE LAB ...GET 
AWAY PROM THE 
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on,io«,siLi««ie[jAiip,f»«u— «or^ 
MESOiANONOW (alone, there's 
just before, the \a chance for 
wed0m6 he deserts | us, how. xxi 
me— au. my bream/ aw i still 
of happiness are /have our puturt 

RUINep.CM ^-'AHEAD OF Us . I 
ALOHS NOW. ff LOVE \OU, PAULA , 
AND I ALWAYS 
HAVE 



TWSHOUSB— I \OHTOM;iOO«'T 
COULD FINISH IT, DESERVE THIS, 
P»ULA,POKU» IaFTERTHEWAY 
— riatu. JUST ll LEFT YOU POR 
SAY THE ^reL. I'VE SEEN A 
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BORROWED FROM THE DEAO. FOR. 
THE EVIL HE MAO DONE WA5 A UVIW» 
THING THAT COILED LIKE A DARK. 
UNFATHOMABLE FORCE THAT NO 
WALLS COULP HOLD. AND ONE PAY — 
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' war 

5 SPECTRAL 

PHENOMENON 
Ceased ANO 

CONMmjlATEO 

himself, 

BUT HIS 

VICTORY 

WAS ONLY 

temporary, 

FOR (T WAS 

TOE VERY 
NEXT WEEK 

THAT HE 
FIRST 

NOTICED A 

FAINT, 
UNKSC8I8ABLY 
EVIL ODOR 
ABOUT THE 

HOUSE. 



UOWD THAT UTTIE 8IM0AL0W 
AND PERHAPS THATS WHY SHE 
flAMNEO TO HOLD THE WEDDINS TWEE. 
HOW COULD SHE KNOW WHAT UWOIY 
EVENTS HAD TRANSPIRED IN THESE 
WALLS ? OR WHAT A GRIM CLIMAX 
WAS N STORE FOR HER PLANS. FOR 
AS THE CEREMONY BEgAH 



DEARLY BBLOVEDt WE ) WHAT'S THAT ? 
ARE GATHERED J SOME WARM 
LIQUID DROPPINO 





WARM AND STICKY... 
IT'S BLOOO I OR1PPINO 
FROM THAT STAIN ON THE 




IT'S SiL UP THERE STILL 
TORTURIN6> 1KB, 5T1U.TRY. 
"TO FRIGHTEN WE. BUTI 
MUSTNT LET HIM SET AWJW 
WfTH IT NOW. TvE SOT To KEEP 
- MY NERVE . 
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fr ANY MAN CAN SHOW JUST CAUS*Y 




} Y*Y THESE TWO MAY UOT B6 h 




[ JOINEC1 IN LAWFUL MATRIMONY) / 




LET HIM HOW SPEAK OR HERE- / 


HIS VEINS. 


t AFTER FOREVER HOLD HIS S 


BUTTON 


CM..T ■! PEACE . ,u ^"^ 


MASON 




SRrrrep 




MS TEETH 
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BAWrtV AS 




HE LISTENED 
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TO THE 
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LEGEND OF LOST LAKE 



66 A H ' YES ' mv friends - It was just such 
*» a night that Amie Heville returned 
from a visit to her sick sweetheart— a wild des- 
olate night with the wind howling down from 
the hills!" 

In the tiny north woods' cabin Pierre Manton 
paused in his harrowing tale. Outside, the wind 
walled across the icy wasteland of Lost Lake, 
Near the fire old Leon Garreaux, Pierre's 
partner, stared glumly at their guest, Paul 
Dennis. The young man was engrossed in 
Pierre's story. 

"It was in the middle of the lake that the 
tragedy, occurred," continued Pierre. "A weak 
spot in the ice and Amie was plunged into 
the freezing waters. How pitifully she must 
have screamed, poor, beautiful Amie! Hpw she 
must have clawed at the ice in her last mo- 
ments! But there was no one to hear — no one 
to help I" 

Pierre's voice dropped to a whisper. "And 
now on dark lonely nights a wanderer may 
sometimes see Amie's agonized face beneath 
the ice, her fingers clawing, fighting to 'get 
free. But he must not pause, our wanderer. 
For if he would try to help she would drag 
him to his death, down into the dark waters 
of Lost Lake!" 

There was a long moment of eerie silence 
and then Paul Dennis arose. "I've got to leave 
now, boys. It's a long walk to my cabin across 
the lake." With a grin he extracted a green- 
back from his wallet and put it on the table. 
"You're really making my vacation worthwhile. 
Pierre. These stories you're telling me will be 
sensational in my collection of ghost stories. 
But you will admit this last one is pretty hard 
to believe." 

Pierre hunched his huge shoulders and 
buried his face in his hands. "You may believe 
this one. Monsieur,** he ssid sadly. "For 1 was 
the sweetheart Amie visited that night t" 

In the flickering firelight Dennis stood for 
a long frozen instant. When he spoke his voice 
was husky with emotion. "I'm sorry, Pierre. 
It was a thoughtless remark. I didn't know." 
He turned slowly and walked out into the 
night. 




Even as the door closed old Leon turned on 
Pierre with a grimace of disgust. "Sacre I But 
you are a fool to tell such stories, Pierre. You 
never had a sweetheart called Amie. And there 
is no ghost in Lost Lake." 

Pierre roared with laughter as he picked the 
greenback up from the table. "And what do I 
care for truth or lies? Our friend wanted a 
story and was willing to pay for it!" 

"But to tell such a mad tale . . ." Old Leon 
shuddered. ". . . And then to take money for 
it, I tell you it is evil to invent stories like 
that. I say you tamper with things you don't 
understand." 

"And I say you are a superstitious fool, 
Garreaux. You begin to weary me." Pierre ad- 
vanced menacingly and Leon backed away. 

It was in that moment that a scream echoed 
through the njght— a cry of such despair that 
even the howling wind paused to listen! 
" It came from the lake!" rasped Pierre. 
"Morbleu! It must be that young fool 
Dennis! Come, quickly!" 

There was no moon. It took them long 
precious moments to find the deadly break in 
the ice and the body of Paul Dennis floating 
face down in the dark waters. Pierre stared at 
the axe lying on the nearby snow. "The fool," 
he growled. "What did he do that for?" 

"Never mind that," snapped Garreaux. "Help 
me get him out. He may still have a chance!" 
And then, as they hauled the limp form 
onto the ice, the old man's face went pale with 
fear. "Look there," he croaked hoarsely ! "That 
face in the water— beneath the ice !" 

Pierre glanced down. Was it a shadow, or 
was- it the terror-stricken, desperate face of 
a girl staring back at him from beneath the 
surface? With sudden determination Pierre 
tore his eyes away. "Sacre ! You sicken me with 
your stupid superstitions!" But as he helped 
carry Dennis away his eyes turned involuntar- 
ily backward to the ominous gap in the ice. 

But there was little they could do for Paul 
Dennis. Even as they arrived in his cabin the 
spark of life was flickering for the last time. 
The shock of his exposure had been far too 



Legend Of Lost Luke 



t and it took but ■ glance to tec that death 
held him in ita remorseless clutches. Only once 
did hi* eyes open and Pierre Manton turned 
away from the mad demoniacal light he saw in 
them. Only once did he speak but Pierre 1 
wished he had not heard those delirious words, 

"Amie . . . There under the ice . . . Strug* 
gling . . . Begging me to save her . . . But 
she dragged me down— down ... As the por- 
tent of those words struck him the blood 
drained from Pierre's face. On the cot Dennis' 
body shuddered and went limp. 

Garreaux arose slowly, a hysterical light in 
his eyes, his fists clenched. "It's all your fault. 
1 warned you not to tell such stories! I warned 
you not to dabble with things you did not un- 
derstand, but you laughed!" 

Pierre shrugged. "Stop your screeching. Am 
I to blame if the fool believed that stupid 
tale?'' He turned and searched briefly through 
the wet clothes they had stripped off the dead 
man. A* he extracted a water-soaked wallet 
he grinned! "Ah! He will have no more use 
for this, our young friend." 

In an instant Garreaux was upon him. 
"Beast! Have you not done enough? Robbing 
the dead — it it the most unforgivable of 
crimes !" 

For an instant Pierre tottered under the old 
man's rush and then he crashed to the ground. 
He arose in murderous fury. "So! You would 
interfere with Pierre Manton!" 

Mad with rage he charged Garreaux, hit 
great armt swinging bearlike from his body. 
For a moment the old man resisted and then tha 
great fists battered him down. Again and again 
Pierre's heavy boots drove home murderously 
until at last, with a long shuddering groan, 
Garreaux lay lifeless in a corner. 

As his rage died Pierre stared about him in 
fear. There were two dead men in the cabin 
now. The devil only knew what questions the 
police would ask. He would have to leave Lost 
Lake at once. Perhaps, with a break, he would 
have a week's start before the bodies were dis- 
covered. 

Pierre was calm and confident as he left the 
cabin. He knew exactly what he had to do. 
Across the lake wat his own cabin. There he 
would pack his clothes and supplies for the 



getaway. But as he started across the ice he 
felt hit calm self-possession melt away. Slowly, 
fearfully, panic rose within him. 

Halfway across the lake he .knew he was 
being followed. Someone was pursuing him. 
Someone called to him, soundlessly, as if from 
some unknown and unfathomable world. Pierre 
looked back. There was nothing behind him 
but the night, immense, silent and forboding. 

And then he saw it— the swift fleeting 
shadow beneath the ice—a shadow slowly tak- 
ing shape! A face was molded around eyes 
that were mad pools of terror, a mouth twisted 
in a hideous scream. Hands clawed at the ice 
with mad desperation! 

Fear engulfed Pierre Manton — the black 
hopeless fear of a soul confronted with un- 
namable evil. "No! It cannot be!" he croaked 
hoarsely. "It is impossible!" 

And yet with dread certainty he knew it was 
possible. It was Amie, the spectral lover he 
had created for Paul Dennis! This was the 
ghostly sweetheart who had perished in the 
black and forbidding waters of Lost Lake! And 
in that moment Manton could hear old Leon's 
voice echo in the dark corridors of his mind. 
"I warned you, Pierre! You were dabbling with 
things you did not understand. 2 warned you!" 

Quaking with fear Pierre backed sway from 
that horror beneath the ice, and as he watched, 
the lips formed his name as if calling him. 
"Pierre — Pierre! Help me!" 

He never saw the hole in the ice behind him 
until it was too late. With a wild scream 
Pierre felt himself falling, felt the freezing 
waters engulf him as he plunged downward! 
For a mad, desperate moment he clawed insane- 
ly at the ice above him and then the heavy 
boots were dragging him down— down! And 
in the last moment of his life Pierre Manton 
felt the icy arms twine lovingly about his 
neck, snd he felt the cold clammy kiss of dead 
lips as a ghostly voice whispered, "Pierre— 
my Pierre!" 

AH, YES, now there is truth In the legend 
of a face beneath the ice of Lost Lake. 
a face that men see on lonely nights when the 
wind howls across the frozen wasteland. But 
the face that pleads silently for help, peering 
helplessly through the imprisoning; ice is that 
of ths eternally damned Pierre Manton 1 
THE END 
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THERE ! WE'RE OUT OF THE 
HARBOR J ITU. BE CLEAR 
SA/UfJG TO THE N6WPO0NP' 
LANP RSHING BANKS: 
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THESE BEEPS USED TO ATTRACT 
MANY SHIPS tti THE OLD WHALING 
DAYS, BARLOW ! THEY CAME CLOSE 
...TOO CLOSE ! MANY CRASHED 
WITH ALL HANPS DROWNING 1 ABU 
THOSE WHO SURVIVED SAID THAT 
STRANGE CREATURES) DEEP SEA 
MONSTERS, USED TO COME UP TO 
THE SURFACE TO DEVOUR THE 



...OVER THE CENTURIES i THEY ATE SO 
MUCH HUMAN FLESH THAT THEY SKEW TO 
RESEMBLE THE MEN THEY SOUGHT I 
WHEN A MONSTER ATE A MAN, IT TURNED 
TO LOOK LIKE HIM AT ONCE ! THEY SAWED 
AN EVIL CUNNING, AND THEY HUNTeD M 
PACKS..." 





. _. F OORW 

hesitates; 
then, oriven 
by the acid scorn 
v barlow's voce, 
he yields ' 
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T I— I FEEL AS r AM V 


1 NOT ALONE i THERE'S 


LEW WEIGHTS <( 


SOMETHING... SOMG- 


IN Ht5 BOOTS c±. 


kONE.... WATCHING MEi , 


ruu. jeff coreyl! 




DOWN INTO THE J£] 




SHIMMERING C S" 




DEPTHS.' A»-=<E 




HE TOUCHES THES 


/ ♦ ^^K^Sst^- ** // 


REEF i THE <-?* 




SCIENTIST PEELS>b: 








MtESEHTMeNT^r 




OF DOOM I HE < ^T 




TURNS. PEERING ' 


THROUGH THE > 


GLASS WINDOW Z. 


K^AflHlflfcl //■'— 


OF HIS " ^ 




HELMET J ^j-^g 







W(«7-'S 7SMT — HAMOS, 



TWsrRE GWB8IMG 
MY HELMET--- * _ 

iMSCREwmer 
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VOW.' UtTl «WOT THEM OVM 
TOE WOE 1 THEVU. DISAPPEAR IN 
THE OCEAN AMD MO ONE WIU-SC 

THE MISER .' THEN WE CAN PUT 
OURPIAU WTO ACTON... 
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hnkoomctrue! 
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repellent monsters 
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KIENTBTS HAVE 








RETURNED IN THEIR 








SHAPE! A SINGLE 








CRAVING 0R1VES THE 








CREATURES OF DEAD 








WAN'S REEE...THE 




SlUl 




INSATIABLE HUNGER 
K* HUMAN FLESH!! 






WUUOUS TENTACLES 








SEIZE THE HATH... 
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tar morning-, in tub clear; 

LI6HT or THE DAY 



HERE COMES THE OIVWS BELL 

am 1 new maybe we'll set at 
the secret of whot happened 

TO Wl CREW Of THE 'NEW 

BEDFORD" AND «■ ■ > 

TO MALST . ^V HMW I THE 



aZTl 

AT 1 

i4 



HOT 6 S6N A LET'S SEE— 4M AT 

OF-AHYONE IKOTTI THIS ^ 

INSIDE, SIR, /CONTAINS THE 

EXCEPT /JEWELS STOLEN ST 

THIS . \ MALET'S SAWS i 50 

satchel! " 





THAT'S THE OM[Y CLUE — EXCEPT 
FOR THIS StS AUTOMATE 
CAMERA, SIR ! THE SWITCH 
WAS THROWN. AN0 IT'S A SELF- 
DEVELOPER i MAYBE THERE'S 
A PICTURE MStCC THAT WOULD 
TELL US WHAT HAPPENED., 




fat A MoMEm-, T«e coast suaro 

OmCER'S HIKERS HOLS A 

smtAMSs wcturs .' sirr then asust 

OF WHO THROWS A WAVE HISHI IT 
CATCHES, THE PMOTOSRAPH 




THERE fT 


.XlWlwe'LL NEVER. \. 


GOES, SIR : / KNOW WHETHER tT 


ITS 


/ WOULD HAVE TOLD US 


STARTTHfl 


\ WORE ABOUT -TT.OBE 


TO SINK.! 


WEIRD MONSTERS WE 


010 YOU 
SEE IT f 


/9AW—ORTH00SHT- 


/WE SAW— LAST MIGHT.' 




AND REP, THE OHCf OUG 


3 tefwHO COUS W 1 HELPED US, 


Hp3\ B OUT OP HIS MINO ! HE'LL 




4AVS TO GO TO AM INSANE 


\CL**Jm> 


* A*fLUMJ -— ' 




e^t* a r i r r*^ — 










HS/st 


SJffis^ 


Ov«PC 
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VfS -THERE HE IS-CRIBHED.' 
WHIM HE IS FOUND IT WILL BE 
CALLED AN ACCIDENT.' MANY A 
LUMBERJACK HAS MET DEATH 

•y just such 'accidents.' 



I WILL GO BACK 10 WORK NOW AND 
„ AT SUNDOWN 60 TO TOWN AS USUAL/ 
NO ONE WILL QUESTION PIERRE'S 
ABSENCE TILL IT SHOWS LATE.' 



JrCQUE DllSHO LEFT THE CRUSHED 

met am returned to work; 
imf forest was umouaut still! 
not even a squirrel aarriRCDi 

IT WHS THE COMPLETE, TOTM 
SILENCE OF BERTH. RHP IS THE 
am BREW TO R CLOSE. BttSRC , 

was sua tolerve the silent 

TREES' 
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BUT THCRC Hf IS ■' MSVBE — MAYBE 
TREE DIDN'T KILL HIM I VET MflW 
HIM LYING THERE DEAD/ 
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r\uSDC TURNED TO HURRY OH, BUT 
L/ MOW HIS BLOOD TURNED TO WflTW; 

before him a strrngc, wraith-like 
figure stood amd spoke to him i 
Dusk's voice i>« but a sepulchre - 
like whisper.' 
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I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN 



America's Fast Growing Industry Offers You(2 r §#0*^0* 



I TRAINED 
THESE MEN 




VETERANS 



WANT TOUR OWN BUSINESS? 

I*™"" Mow $»!. trfl-in™ men "tfln'lhffir 




|1. EXTRA MONEY 
IN SPARE TIME 

Many students make 35, $10 a week and more EXTRA 
fixing neighbors' Radios in spare time while learning. 
The day you enroll I start sending you SPECIAL 
BOOKLETS that show you how. Tester you build with ma 

kits I send help? vem mnkp extra mom ■ u> ml .■■ n , 
gives practical experience on circuits common to Radio ml 
and Television. All equipment is yours to keep. 

2. GOOD PAY JOB ■}/. 

NRI Courses lead to these and many other jobs: Radio «k 
and TV service, P.A., Auto Radio, Lab, Factory, and >& 
Electronic Controls Technicians, Radio and TV Broad- 
casting, Police, Ship and Airways Operators and 
Technicians. Opportunities are increasing. The United 
States has over 105 million Radios— over 2,900 Broad- I 
casting Stations — more expansion is on the way. 

3. BRIGHT FUTURE ■} 

Think of the opportunities in Television. Over 15,000,000 
TV sets are now in use ; 108 TV stations are operating 
and 1800 new TV stations have been authorized . ._ . 
many of them expected to be in operation in 1953. This 
means more jobs— good pay jobs with bright futures. 
More operators, installation service technicians will be I 
needed. Now is the time to get ready for a successful I 
future in TV ! Find out what Radio and TV offer you, 
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You Learn Servicing or Communications 
by Practicing With Kits I Send 



—find =„. whsl MD10- 



xenfal RADIO -TELE VI SI ON 



DOUBLE OFFER. 



Knciio-Ttferision principle from 
Illustrated lessons. You also e«t 
PRACTICAL EXPEUIENCE. Pic- 



Television Is 

Today's Good 

Job Maker 



GoodArBofh-TR&A 
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